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For, being so, you lose the pleasure

Of being fair, since that rich treasure

Of rare beauty and sweet feature

Was bestow'd on you by Nature                            ro

To be enjoy'd, and 'twere a sin

There to be scant, where she hath bin

So prodigal of her best graces:

Thus common beauties and mean faces

Shall have more pastime, and enjoy                       15

The sport you lose by being coy.

Did the thing for which I sue

Only concern myself, not you;

Were men so fram'd as they alone

Reap'd all the pleasure, women none;                   20

Then had you reason to be scant:

But 'twere a madness not to grant

That which affords (if you consent;

To you, the giver, more content

Than me, the beggar.   Oh, then be                       25

Kind to yourself, if not to me.

Starve not yourself, because you may

Thereby make me pine away ,-

Nor let brittle beauty make

You your wiser thoughts lorsake^                        30

For that lovely face will fail;

Beauty's sweet, but beauty 's frail;

Tis sooner past, 'tis sooner done,

Than Summer's rain, or Winter's sun;

Most fleeting, when it is most dear,                       35

'Tis gone, while we but say 'tis here.

These curious locks, so aptly twin'd,

Whose every hair a soul doth bind,

Will change their auburn hue, and grow

White and cold as Winter's snow.                         40

That eye, which now is Cupid's nest,

Will prove his grave, and all the rest

Will follow; in the cheek, chin, nose,

Nor lily shall be found, nor rose.

And what will then become of all                          45

Those whom now you servants call ?

Like swallows, when your Summer 's done,

They '11 fly, and seek some warmer sun.

Then wisely choose one to your friend